


wm THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF “PUNCH” contains 
two large separate Pictures—“ Mr. Punch at the Carnival of Nations,” by Joun TeEnniet, and 
“Mr, Punch's Panorama of the Year,” by Harry Furniss ; besides “ Mr. Punch's Illustrated Tour 
round the World,” and a variety of other Pictures, Cartoons, and Sketches, and Punch's Almanac 
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for DP containing “The Burat Millica,” 
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THE MATRIMONIAL HERALD AND 

FASHIONABLE MARRIAG AZETTE is the 
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ini oductions The jargest snd most successful 

Matrimonial Agency im the World. Price 34; in 
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treet, London c 
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SOLUBLE 


FRY’S PURE 


COCOA 





MAPPIN & WEBB’S 


DRESSING BAGS. 








THE 


ONLY GOLD 
MEDAL 


FOR 
INFANTS’ FOOD 
AWARDED AT THE 


PARIS EXHIBITION, 1889, 


has been conferred upon 


NESTLE’S 
FOOD. 





TO SAVE TEE TEZTH, USE DAIL 


THOMPSON & CAPPER’S 


DENTIFRICE WATER. 


Reeutifies and Preserves the Teeth 
— a Sweet Fragrance to the Hreath 


Is ls. 6d., 2s. Gd, 4s. Gd., and Bs. 64. bottles. 
te eY att Cmemiers. 
BEWARE OF INJURIOUS IMITATIONS 


CAPPER, { 51, Piccadilly, Manchester. 
ESTARLISHED 1843. 
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‘(SAMUEL BROTHERS. | 


BOYS’ 
SCHOOL 
OUTFITS. 


Mesers. MUEL 
BROTHER: = ready 
for immediate use a very 
large assortment of 
BOYS’ and YOUTHS’ 
CLOTHING. 
will also be 
send, upon megpiicaticn, 
Partanne of Tealalse 
ear of Gentie- 
men, eve, or Ladies, 
or with their 
new Icicernarep Cata- 
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OIL WARMING STOVES. 


The Cheapest and most 
effective means knows fo: 
Warming 
GREENHOUSES, OFFICES, 
SHOPS, BEDROOMS, 
STUDIES, HALLS, 
LANDINGS, &c. 

| Odourless, Smokeless, 
Portable, Safe. and Cleaaly, 
Prices from a few Shillings, 

Full Iliustrated List, and 
| name of nearest Agrnt, for- 
warded fiee, om application 
to Bole Manufactures, 


THE ALBION LAMP CO., 
_Aston Brook, Birmingham. 
For Gas, Steam, Water, 


TUBES. Hydraulic, and Heating 


Purposes; Galvanised or White Enamelied inside. 
In stock to 6 in. diameter. Cocks, Valves, &c, 
Joun Ping Globe Tube Works, Wednesbury ; 

Gt. St. Thomas Apostie, London 














“WELCOME ALWAYS, KEEP IT HANDY, 
GRANT’S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY.” 


Of all Dealers. Beware of Imitations. 
Manufactured by 
T. GRANT & SON*, MAIDSTONE. 





“EXCELLENT—of Great Value.’ 
Gold Medals, 1884, 1886. 
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-= PEPTONIZED 
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DELICIOUS FLAVOUR. 
NO DIGESTION NEEDED. 


"—Lancet, June 15, 1889. 
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4ND 
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ertificial light 
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74 ACRES IN STOCK. 


See CATA SOUR for Simple In-tractions w= 
kinds of Trees to euit all Soils. 


ROSES 
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UNTILED; OR, THE 


MODERN ASMODEUS. 


“ Trés volontiers,”’ repartit le démon. “ Vous aimez les tableaux changeans: je veux vous contenter.”’ 


XITl, 
“* A WorxMan seeking work he can- 


not get, 
Than (Epipvus or Hamlet i isa et 


More tragic figure.” Truly? 
So says, at —" Ras soberest plat- 


Who little r-- reat the weakness of 


the age, 
To emphasise unduly. ls 
“ Hamlet in fustian! Ah!” the |] 
hadow smiled. im)! / 
“ Think yon Seeley would be be- ' 


guile 
To see that sordid drama,— 
to which the labourer lone 
.- — ering is un- 


Welhaen as the Grand Lama ? 


‘* Well, we at least may watch it, if 
you care ‘ 
For witnesting ~ — despair, 
Undecorated sorrow 
This man, no (Edipus, knows not to-day 
How to procure his children food, or pay 
e landlord’s claim to-morrow. 


I looked into a seantly-furnished room— 
A lamp’s low flame scarce glimmered through 
the gloom ; 
And yet a certain trimness 
Of none too tasteful Cockney carefulness 
Spake in the ) ee walls, the woman’s 


dre 
Through all its doleful dimness. 


A head set smartly on, an apron clean, 

A face not vixenis' Senge worn and ‘lean, 
Hair glossy, ‘thoug dishevelled, 

These mark the better sort of workman’s 


Societ 
In d 


wife, 
Who in the } humble j joys of labouring life 
For prosperous years has revelled. 


Revelled in almost radiant content, 
The well-stocked cupboard, and th 


e 


rent, 
Materials for gladness. 

Modest, yet all-sufficing, were her own, 

And not till now has the poor creature known | 
The sharper pangs of sadness. 


Now? Well, — Fy see her “‘ Man” is “ out of | 

Menacing = all in whose dread meaning | 
Ruin and helpless anguish ; 

To Toil it sounds the tocsin of despair, 

Once raise it, and in many a joyless lair 
Labour unfed must languish. 


Footsore -_ — from a long foodless 
Through miles vel City suburb, drear and | 


mp, 
In lode grey November ; 
Her husband has returned. Behold him | 
there, 
Cowering and shivering in the close-drawn 
chair, 
Over the fire’s last ember! 


Hamlet, in fierce soliloquy near the throne, 
Larger, — Sa sorrow may have | 


Not aio complete prostration 

Of — | energy = struggling hope. 

They on = know it who have had to cope 
th such a situation. 


Mile Ds mile, with ever lessening force ! 
Shop after shop, with voice more faint and 


oarse ! 
Still tramping, still appealing! 


* Mr. Jonw Moruey, at the “ Eighty ” Club, 


| 
st 


al | The half-stri — 


k } 


Le Diable Boitenx. 


| Picture that daily task for many a week— 
Rebuffed all pon with ever- ~Ppaling cheek, 
And courage still congealing 


The dismal shibboleth 
pped eyes and bated 


At entry after entry, 
Becomes a Surdening horror. Now ’tis o’er, 
Hope’s latest portal ’s shut, and at the door 
Sullen poet stands sentry. 


| The shame of it! The once smart-vestured 


wife 
Looking appeal that cuts on like a knife 
Than any loud reproaches ; 
| The hungry children’s ae hardly hushed, 
| Their tear-stained cheeks with ruddy health 
once flushed, 
| On which the white encroaches. 


chamber, and there 

‘alls— 

‘On which his dizzied glance, despairing, 
Ay, ane o- ty letter 

| The pe: last demand! His 


| Drops oer his knees. Great Heaven! were 


For them were it not better ? 


* Chance of a job?” 


| ** You read that in his eyes, and read aright,” 
|The Shadow said. ‘*‘ Come forth into the 
night ! 
Yonder rolls on the river, 
| Fog-hidden, silent, fascination wild 
| For many a soul grief- stricken, sin- defiled, 
Lone girl, or evil-liver ! 


‘** The winter mists hide it, and it hides all,— 
s, at least, full many a hopeless 
thrall 
Of poverty or sorrow. 
|The fate-scourged soul’s surcharged with 
woe to-night ; (light 
| What if the body, with dawn’s bre aking 
Drift down that flood to-morrow ? 


** The woe, at least, is over, and the strife 
With the twin harpies of the toiler’s life, 
Hunger and Debt. Who knows them ? 
Not Hamiet and not (Eprrpvs, They wage 
tes | war upon a pettier stage, [them. 
ese scenes, good friend, disclose 
| * Spectres unpict _ Ambition, lust, 
Voleanically wreck ; these twain, like rust, 
Silent, and ky and stealthy, 
| Eat into humble souls ; their utter stress 
Strains not the imposing strugglers in life’s 


press— 
The wicked and the wealthy. 


** The poor to plead for, 
Strikes your great 
sorriest cant ’— 
And I am not a canter,” small, 
Murmured the Shadow. “ Nay, shopkeeper 
Artisan out of work, or Sweater’s thrall, 
Tis better ‘ form’ to banter. 


‘* They ’re not heroic, are they, friend ?—to us 

Like halting Hamlet, pew (Epirus, 
And are they not protected ? 

* Freedom of ang is their guardian boon 

What more, iy doctrinaires who dream and 
(Like Mortxy)—is expected ? [moon, 


**Freedom of Contract! ’Tis delightful fun!” 
*“* And what,” I murmured, ‘ has that bless- 
ing done 
For the wrecked workman yonder ’’ 
** Well, he contracted—freely—for his rent, 


or to gy want, 
Thunderer . the 


(Upon bis normal wage how much 


r cent. 
That means, let pundits mel er). 
* Freedom a.* Contact, plus that force 
[secure— 
Which binds “the toiling throng in toils 
Stern need of shop or dwelling, 

And narrow limitations’ of their choice— 
There breed such bliss as scarce an angel’s 
Were adequate to telling. [voice 
** For the ree Friend did you hear that 


Poor fool, dull, waaporsiative, rash ! 

His idle hands deliver (heart, 

One o’erstrained head, and one impatie nt 

His ‘freedom’ bids him choose despair’s last 
pa 

A plunge i in the cold river !”’ 

(To be continued.) 





THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF PAINTERS 
IN WATER-COLOURS, 


‘On, WHAT a vastand a varied variety— You 
see in the Royal Water-Colour Society !”” Why 
shouldn’ tI sing ? Why shouldn’t I **drop into 
po’try”? It’s nice rimey weather. They 
wouldn’t allow me to do it at the Institute. 
It’s all right here! Fol-de-rol, lol-de-rol, 
lol-de-rol- — Mr. Kez, the Keeper, 
approaches, ks as if he were about to 
institute a de lunatico inquirendo—says it’s 
rigidly forbidden. Ha!ha! Not bed. But 
let us be opens. Eh! What! ‘ The Fleet 
Sot te Sag ** Kiss me quick, and 

~ ching of the kind! Charming study 
of Spithead last August, by Miss CLana Mont- 
ALBA, who has at least a dozen capital works 
in the G . Sracy Manrxs has some clever 

jctures. Stay, see Manrxs, by all means. 
k especially at his ‘* Lioyd’s News,” and 
his ‘* Bulphur-crested Cockatoo.” Atrrep D. 
Fripp has only one picture. There is no frip- 
pery whatever about the ‘‘ Stair Hole, Han- 
bury Down,” but an excellent, an ‘earnest 
study of Nature, painted at L ulworth. Sir Joun 
GILBERT appears, with all his old force and 
splendour, in ‘‘ A Bishop.” Good to look at. 
Just the man for a see. Hixnsent MARSHALL 
has marshalled his talents mostly in Holland, 
and only gives us one view of London, namely, 
** Westminster Abbey, from Lambeth.” This 
is so good, that we cannot allow him to go out 
of London again for a long while. J. H. Hen- 
sHALL’s ‘“‘ In Wonderland,” isa clever picture 
of a pretty little dameel, witha pair of shapely, 
sahle-hosed legs, over the arm of a chair. é 
car ~ot help weneeens what the little lady’s 
mamma will say when she sees her lolling and 
dreaming in this fashion. F. SmaLurteiy’s 
ictures, especially Sadak, and ‘* When the 
Bloom ison the F ison the Rye,’ ’ show his versatility, and 
demonstrate that his field of observation is 
anything but small. ‘‘ And there are lots 
more I could name with propriety, That are 
hung at the Royal Water-Colour Society |” 
Tae Waxsiixe Critic. 
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A WORD FROM THE MOUTH OF THE BOURNE. 


Now that the subject of winter resorts is before the 
world, some account may appropriately be given of that 
Bournemouth to which so many visi return. The 
town seems to have been built in the midst of pi 
forests, through which roads have been cut in different 
directions ; and it is significant that every thoroughfare 
in Bournemouth, with but one exception, is still called a 
“road.” The whole place, as Harpy, or his librettist, 
might new put it, is alk yore clad”; the rich 
greens of the pine-trees being, in many places, 
relieved b e scarlet berries of the ont tok. or 
the pink flowers of the r endrons. Snowdrops and 
winter roses may here and there be seen ; but the general 
uniform of the place is green sprinkled with red. 

At Bournemouth I was, for first time in my life— 
but not, I hope, the last—inveigled into taking up my 
abode at a temperance establishment, It was not even 
an hotel—not at least by name—the proprietor of the 
house being ially forbidden by the terms of his lease 
from calling it one. He was prevented, moreover, by a 
clause in this formidable lease from applying for a wine 
and spirit licence. A feeling of on comes over 
the visitor, when on crossing the threshold of the ‘* Im- 

rial,” he finds an announcement staring him in the 
ace, to the effect that the proprietor does not possess a 
wine licenc. and is bound not even to ask for one. 
** All ye who enter here, leave drink behind,” the solemn 
inscription seems to say. 

But an hotel, even though it be furnished like a well- 
appointed private house, and bear no special designation, 
is still an hotel; and though an hotel-keeper may have 
bound himself not to apply for a wine licence, this does 
not prevent him from enabling his customers to order 
wine from another hotel. A sort of cheque-book is 
brought to the visitor, who draws for whatever draughts 
he happens to require ; whether for lunch, dinner, or the 
inte between regular meals. This plan of ordering 
wine beforehand might advantageously be adopted at 
all hotels. It would save delay, and that rushing to and 
fro on the part of the waiters, which must necessarily 
take place when wine is ordered only at the moment of 
sitting down to table. 

The rivers of Bournemouth and its neighbourhood are 
full of fish. The Bourne contains tittlebats; the Avon, 
near Christchurch, is famous for its salmon—‘‘ saumon 
de Christchurch,” as it is called in our London menus ; 
while the Stour, on the other side of Christchurch, is 
celebrated for its pike—the turnpike—that stands on the 
bridge by which it is crossed. 

In the beautiful cathedral-like church of the village 
of Christchurch, fine stone architecture and droll wooden 
sculpture are to be seen; a remarkable example of the 
latter being an admirably-carved tation of a 
preacher in the form of a fox, holding Forth to a congre- 
gation of geese; the duty of the clerk being performed 
by a crowing cock. In the churchyard I noticed an 
epigram and an enigma—both excellent. The former is 
as follows :— 

“ Live well, die never ; 
Die well, live for ever.” 


The enigma runs thus :— 

Rays’'d not to life When dead had none? 

Bvt to be bvried twice Agree amongst yov. 

By men of strife. Heere we ten are one.”’ 

“ Hew : Rocers Died Aprill 17, 1641.” 

The ancient explanation of this epitaph in the form of 
a riddle was a most unsatisfactory “that ten men 
beving been drowned, their bodies were recovered, and 

together in one grave.” What is evidently the 
true solution has been found by the present Rector of 
Christchurch, who, starting from the fact indicated by 
the date, that the re-interment took during the 
Civil War, —_ A AA, a at yy 
troops, in want o m ve dug up the ten 
bodies with a view to their leaden coffins, and 
re-buried them in one common grave. 

Boscombe, an interesting suburb of Bournemouth, is 
remarkable for the fineness of its sea-view and the 
humour of its inhabitants. At the entrance to its pretty 
little pier may be read this exhilarating announcement : 
™ are not allowed on this pier for prom i 

I have made a copy of this strangely 


then | him. 
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CHARITY THAT BEGINNETH NOT WHERE IT SHOULD. 


‘AND WHAT'S ALL THIS I HEAR, BARBARA, ABOUT YOUR WANTING TO FIND 
some Occupation '” 

‘* WELL, YOU SEE, IT's 80 DULL AT HOME, Uncuz. I’ve No Brornuers on 
SisTeRs—aND PAPA 'S PARALYSED—AND MAMMA'S GOING BLIND—so I WANT TO 
BE A Hosprrat Nourse.” 








regulation, and sent it as a rare curiosity to the Académie des Inscriptions of 
Paris. Close to the pier is a lofty sand-hill, ona destitute of he ayy f 
on which some facetious member of the Town Council has caused a to be 
set up, entreating the public to ‘** protect the grass on this ‘y 

U myweb I discovered on the top of the sand-hill, dispersed, just 
thirteen blades of grass; and I have ed a subscri for the exhibition of 
a second notice which, I propose, shall be in these — 

If you ’d seen this grass before it grew, 
You 'd give the gardener all is due, 

With a contented mind, a cheerfal spirit, and enough experience of musical 
and dramatic performances, to render an absence from th 
penmat Benen, op may pase a few days, or even weeks, ly enough at 

rnemouth. The open sea, the jagged, many-co and ppeeeee 
cliffs, the golden sands, the green pine-woods, the me of laurel and r 
dendron, are delightful to the lover of Nature. But no amusements are 
which, to a Londoner, w ane, wesley @ Go nano; san Sm, © 
lies the inferiority of Bournemouth, all 


as other E watering-places, to 
Nice," Monte Carlo, and the favourite health-resorts Ly he 








THE GOOD MUSICIAN. 


Poor dear Faxppy Cray! No common Clay. Gone from us last week after 
seven years of suffering. His di ition was as sweet as were his melodies. 
He had collected about him a of devoted friends; nothing false or dis- 
cordant ever fell from his lips, or from his pen; he never made an enemy 
and lived in harmony with all who knew him, for all who knew him loved 

I knew him well. Requiescat ! F.C. B, 


Tue Next Porz.—There can no longer be any doubt of it, the next Pope 
must be Mr. Sreap, of the P. M. G. What title will he assume? Pope Lixvus 
was the immediate successor of St. Perzx, so Mr. Sreap, on the strength of 
his ‘Letters from the Vatican,” might appropriately style himself Pope 
Pewnry-a-Luyvs. 

















268 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


{Decempzr 7, 1889. 





— — eS 





PICKING UP THE PIECES. 
A Golden Piece at the Criterion—A Tempestuous Piece at the Lyric. 


Casre is a masterpiece. It is full of those touches of nature which, 
as affecting the — of pocket-handkerchiefs, should gladden the 
A Cas C <p a’Cny at run Beart of the washerwoman. 
2. eee why at It is irresistibly comic ; it is 

— irresistibly tic. With 

a. two ex s, namely, 
CRITERI\! first, that speech of Esther's 
; “~ about ** oping over the 

THEATRE u tarued feces, and the 
‘mm «(other an ex ion of Ger- 
Sit, ridge’s about D’ Alroy 
. clasping his wife in his 


- ry “6 mg s” 
IE fe ge 







ere are quite 
2? out of keepi with the 
characters in whose mouths 

the words are —the 


piece is free from all tin- 

t sentimentality. Part of 
Rosarson's mission was to 
upset the conventional love- 
making which, till his time, 
had been ex from 
stage-lovers. In Caste the 
lovers talk as they would 
and do, in real life,—stupid 
talk, that raises a sympa- 
thetic smile by its perfectly 
natural inanity. 

At the Criterion, Davm 
James, as Eccles, is inimi- 
table. His business, con- 
siderably developed, when he holds the audience watching him 
as closely and as intently as though he were about to commit a 
melodramatic crime, when he is simply filling and lighting his pipe 
without saying a word, is a triumph acknowledged by a round of 
genuine appreciative applause. 

The performance of Mr. Lzonarp Borne and Miss Octa Branpoy, 
as George D/ Alroy and Esther Eccles, is as near ect as it can 
be: and his scene with the baby a perfect. Miss Lorrre VEnwNr’s 
Polly Eccles is Ecclesent,—I should say, excellent. Mr. Broox- 
rinLp’s Sam Gerridge is a living type of the honest mechanic; careful 
and economical, he is bound to get on in the world; kind and 
generous, he will win the affection of those who come to know him ; 
yet capable of turning so nasty if anything rubs him the wrong way 
that one trembles lest after the honeymoon is over, the lively Polly 
may occasionally regret her bargain. 

BRookrieLp-Gerridge’s genuinely hearty and awkward shake of 
Hawtree’s hand is an inspiration, but Major Hawtree, a brave 
soldier who has fought for his country, is not the sort of man who at 
that time and place would turn round to pity his own squeezed hand, 
and shrug his shoulders by way of making a cynical apology, to him- 
self and society generally, for his recent condescension in fraternally 
greeting a wha -| grubby gasfitter. The Marquise is the one 
character that Ronertson couldn’t write. He meant her for a Grande 
Dame, and he has produced a Lady Snobbess. 

[he Play is one which no lover of the Drama ought to miss seeing. 
It commences at the rational hour of 8°45. May I be permitted to 
suggest, for the benefit of those who hate ‘“‘turning out of their 
homes after dinner,” that from the Criterion dining-room to the 


The Wicked Abbé leans upon his stick, 
and wipes away a tear. 


Theatre is but a op, and, if you don’t mind a few more steps, you fou vnind. there’s not an air in it equal to the ‘‘ Bake-a-roll” in 


could “do yourself" worse, but scarcely better, than at the 
Royal in Regent Street, superior to any similar Restaurant in Paris 

certainly as to the wines,—and, ahem! not much behindhand in 
prices, which you will do well to study before ordering, remembering 
that it costs very little more for two persons to dine than for one 
—and then having smoked two-thirds your cigar, and taken your 
coffee at the table where you dine—a great boon, smoking permitted 
at and after 8 o’clock—you can finish the other third as you walk 
quietly and digestively down te the *‘ Fall Cri.” 

Tempestuous Nights at the Lyric.—In The Red Hussar, Mr. 
Epwaxp SoLomon has composed an Opera, and scored a success. 
His collaborateur, Mr. H. Porrineer Srepaens, has just > 
writing a good Libretto. It might have had a second title, Zhe 
Vilitary Billy Taylor, it that hadn’t been done years ago at the 

| Royalty. The piece goes smoothly enough, yet it is nearly all 
| Tempxst. Act L, Tempest as a -singer, nice little hussy, 
in which she sings a taking waltz; Act II., Tempzst as a dapper 
officer, nice little hussy becomes nice little Hussar, in uncommonly 
tight pants, reddy, aye, redd —very dandy boots—and with a Song 
| of the Regiment, which is full of “go”; Act III., Tempesr again 
as an Heiress, in a sedan-chair, who marries the man she loves, 


but, bein still of an eccentric turn, elects to reappear on her 
wedding day in the costume of the Red Hussar. s 

Billy Taylor was a“ fine young fellow,” and so is Ralph Rodney 
(Mr. Bex Davies). Billy was pressed and sent to sea: Kara, 
pressed by debt, enlists and joins the army. Billy's y r woman 
was a ‘‘maiden fair and free” {1 forget her name, and eve she 





Tria Juncta in Und, 
never had one in the ballad), so is Ralph Rodney’s sweetheart, who, 
when Ralph is enlisted, follows him to the wars in the disguise of a 
soldier—a brilliant Red Hussar, “* unattached,” except to Ralph— 
just as Billy’s young woman follows him to sea dressed as a , 
her hands smirched *' with the nasty pitch and tar,” ‘‘ under the name 
of Richard Karr.” Billy's sw : finding him faithless, shot 
him and his new flame, and received the 
commendation of the Captain for the deed, 
as well as promotion in the British Navy from 
a Government, that y ogy | knew how to 
reward merit in those days. But Miss Kitt 

Carrol, when shesees Ralph with Barbara B. 
lasys (Miss Frio- 
RENCE lJ ysakT), 







having a ‘* book 
of the words” for 
reference — but, 
taking the situa- 
tion in the friend- 
liest possible 
spirit, dashes —- 
recklessly into the S3— 
Song of the Regi- X 
ment, by way of SS 
bringingdownthe ~* 
Curtain on a ga 
finale, The Thi <x, 


= 1 “ Ah si Ben Mio” ; or, The Lyric edition of 

Haypen Corrin’s : Henry Neville. ialeuniont 

, which is not the happiest of Composer Sotomow’s inspirations. 

Pickwick. it was a cold night. I came into the theatre myself, and 

I went out Coffin’, and haven’t been = — man c- Perhaps I 

t as a tenor, or to rep one of the su 

pte off his ngeees hiss in order to do his best, as he seed before 

the Magistrate, for the success of The Red Hussar. Bravo, super 
The scenery and costumes are charming. This Red Hussar ought 

to do what no soldier ever should do, and that is,—run. 








Hottayp Hovse at Mowre Cario.—Fogs, snow, North-east 
winds, sunless, joyless weather in London, and then to read the 
jo istic summary of the very summery state of the weather at 
Monaco and Monte Carlo, where the new Métropole Hotel, under the 
Management of Mr. ALFRED Hottanp, has just been opened fresh 
as one of the Dutch natives. Would that we could take a month’s 
Hollanday, and be like the swallow flying South towards the 
Pole, or quite far enough to the Métro-pole. No such luck, and 
luck’s everything at Monte Carlo ; so we hope there’s a ho 
with the new and sani ents, a 





superior arrangem ‘ 
House,” in the Paradise of Prinoipelitios, where play is work, and 
Sanaiasn, Schoolboard-rates, and taxes, are unknown. 
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THE ROBIN, 
(With apologies to ‘‘ The Throstle” that sang in October.) 


‘* CHRISTMAS is coming, Christmas is coming. 

ps I know it, I pow it, I know - will ‘ 
oose again, gifts again, peace good-will again. 

Yes, and the bills again—blow it! 


Here’s the tailor’s—new suit for my younger son WILL, 
Reseating the same, same . 

** Bill, bill, bill, bill!” Be thankful your bill 
Need not be receipted, 


in, frost again, all the burst again!” 

I wis Christensen te te ieee 

You can’t get the plumbers to work, little friend ; 
At you can’t get a plumber. 


anu? 


SS dian. B 
ih y a ws 
2 Ml} NNN. 


‘* Beer again, beer, beer, lots of beer!” 
PA me it’s drink that’s the = 
shristmas is coming, is coming, my dear, . 
And I wish you joy of the season. et 
- 








A Gotpgn Boox.—The best of all the Christmas Books 
we’ve at present seen, the one that comes nearest the 
true spirit of Christian Christmas is Mrs. Meywer1’s 
touching story of The Poor Sisters of Nazareth, illus- 
trated by Gzonce Lamernrt, and charmingly got up by 
Messrs. Burns & Oares, Some years ago GEORGE 
Aveustus Sala powerfully pleaded for the funds of 
this noble Institution with the best results. Miss Mey- 
— delightful book must touch all hearts and open all 
pockets, 


A Real Musical Treat. 
** Siz Song-Stories for Children,” 
Will be to them a joy 
With piatases by Hexen Mackenzie, 
And music by Jnomy Moxzoy. 
You'll sing them in Christmas play-time, 
The time for cakes, crackers, and apples, 
Though not to be sung in Churches 
You’ll always get them at Cuapre.i’s. 
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BISMARCK COMMITS “THE HAPPY DISPATCH ”— 


TO THE POST. 











OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Ir her name is any indication of the director of her literary talents, 
Mrs. Sate Barker ought always to write nautical stories. The 
children will be as contented with her ¢ ing annual as must be 
RovutLeper, and the Sons of Rovurteper, who put it before them. 

Pepin, the Dancing Bear, by Mrs. Macquorp, and illustrated by 
Percy Macevorp. Get it from Sxerrixcton anp Son (if Sxerrinc- 
TON isn’t in, ask the son), and give it to your for-bears for Christmas. 

The Encore Reciter sounds like a personage who asks twice for 
whiskey, but it isn’t. It’s a collection,—most of us dislike collec- 
tions, but you cau put in your modest coin and get something out of 
it. Waker. This pedestrian publisher turns out some bright and 
entertaining books for children. I think if they’re lured on to learn 
the Reciter by heart, they will be quite quiet till it is time to return 
to school, and they can give the recitations there. From James CLark 
& Co. comes The Rosebud Annual. Blooming again! Examine its 
leaves. I have to turn on a band of skimmers and a crew of skippers 
to look into these Christmas books, otherwise the Bold Baron would 
sink under the task. Alone, he can’t doit. But he can rantee 
the opinions r= by the skimmers and skippers (who ‘* know the 
ropes’) on all they pick out for choice. So the Baron’s examining 
chaplains pass as first-class in one line—here’s the line :—Miss A. B. 
Epwarpes’s Midsummer Ramble in the Dolomites—not quite a book 
for very little children. So don’t be misled—Miss (A. B. E.) led—by 
the sound of Dolly Mites. Elder children look out! So for Coorer’s 
Leather-Stocking Tales, and our dear old friend, The Last of the 
Mohicans. Hang it! This must be the very last of the Mohicans! 
He ’d been lagging behind, and has iost his way, because he got out 
of the company of The Pathfinder. That’ll do for this week. 

As for the Cards, they’re pouring in. Old Father Christmas 
hasn’t himself, as yet, left his card with us—at least, the Baron 
doesn’t see anything like his old friend’s face in the brilliant flowers, 
birds, and lovely designs worked out by Messrs. HILDESHEIMER AND 
Favtxner, for example, with whom he will begin, and, for this 
week, end. Plenty more to review. The cry is still they come; 
but I can only notice ‘‘ here a one and there a — — 

.-W. 0. 











cally, the friend of everybody, Baron De 
‘A Very Mocu Over-natep Person.””—The London citizen. 


THE MYSTERY OF A CITY DINNER, 

THERE is a curious paragraph amid the rare fashionable announce- 
ments of the Daily News, It records how a dinner was given at 
the Albion Tavern, to Mr. J. C, Panxryson, Mr. Epmuwp Yares in 
the Chair. 

“The guest of the evening (we read) was presented by the Chairman on 
behalf of the subscribers, in a feeling speech, with a handsome service of 
plate, artistically designed to illustrate the most celebrated characters and 
incidents in the works of Cuantes Dickens. The presentation was from 
Mr. Paxxrnson’s private friends in acknowledgment of recent = 
services in connection with an archwological and philanthropic association, 
of which Mr. Parkinson has been a leading member for a quarter of a 
century.” 

A flood of questions arises on this. What is the archwological and 
philanthropic association thus darkly alluded to? Mr. Parison 
was, we fancy, once made a Bard or a Druid in connection with the 
Eisteddfod. Is that it ? Way aes in Cuartes Dickens? and what 
was Epmunp “feeling” for? His pockethandkerchief ? Not we trust 
for any stray item in the service of plate subscribed iy Sewe inserut- 
able private friends to a hitherto unsuspected Public Benefactor. 








A Very Curtovs Comncipence.—‘* There have,” the Paill- Mall 
Gazette com tly remarks, ‘‘ been two rather curious instances 
of journalistic coincidences this week. One is the Cartoon in Punch, 
and the Cartoon in the Pall-Mali Budget, both pomesontang 
Mr. CHaMBeERLAIN as the Sphinx. The other, the Z News 
the Pall-Maill Gazette both yo the parody form g 
Mr. Morris’s Roots of the Mountains.” Not the least curious 
feature in the coincidence is, that it was a little late. Punch is in 
the London newspaper offices on Tuesday afternoon, the Pall- Mall 
Budget coming out on the following Thursday ; whilst the idea of 
reviewing Mr. Mornrts’s book in the cular form alluded to 
a ed in the afternoon issue of the enterprising sheet, with much 
pa at = familiar in the morning papers. 


Tue Pigmies of South Africa are, it is said, in a letter to the 
ing.” striking illustration of ‘‘ small 


Times, ** gradually disa g. 
by degrees, and beautifully less.” 
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A PARDONABLE MISTAKE. 
Young Mother (lately from Girton), ‘Come IN, DEAR, EXxcusS® MB FOR ONE MOMENT. I'M JUST ORDERING A Carp ror HeRoporvs.” = 
Fair Friend (not from Girton), ‘Om, THAT'S WHAT YOU 'RE GOING TO CALL DEAR Basy, 1s iT?” — 
- ——$ p> 
| . . 

— oe . And the third of the Three, the strange spectre, and thin, >, 
FRIENDS (?) OF EDUCATION, With the cow, and the bowl. and the skeleton grin ! CO 

SONG » ScHOoL BoaRD. Lh: antry callous, and Jobbery fo ~~ 
a ee a ee Find companionship fit in the Thing with the Cowl ! i. 
Atn—"* Three Students were travelling over the Rhine.’ “ Drink. Gentl Fill to Cc _ -— 
r oll rink, Gentlemen ! up your cups to our Cause! pond 
Turer strangers were travelling townward one day, And they rap on the Board be A effusive applause. ~—* 
And together they paused to hobnob by the way. For the stuff in that bow] is right stingo, you see ; — 
Oh, far might you wander before you would see And they all love a dip, do those sinister Three. f. 

\ grislier group than that terrible Three ! e 


For not the Three Ravens of legend looked foul 


As these Three with the ‘‘mortar-board,” ‘* stove-pipe,”’ and cow) ; | 


And not the Three Fates, when intent on their thread, 
Had an aspect more harsh, a demeanour more dread. 


bere was he of the ‘‘ mortar-board,” t austere, 
With the book and the birch that the little ones fear ; 
The grinder of hearts and the racker of brains, 
Moloch-service the price of his dubious gains. 


rhe Teacher as torturer, poverty’s scourge 

W ho the lesson would force, and the school-fee would urge. 
Though poor bairns to his rostrum should hunger-racked come, 
With the penny that left them all starving at home. 


And who is his villanous plump vis-d-vis, 

Of the visage suffused with — 4 sinister glee * 
That ruddy-faced rogue is Society’s curse : 

His hands ever grope in the fat Public Purse. 


Plump hands and prehensile, they grub, and they pick, 
And, oh, how the gold to those digits will stick ! 
That’s Jobbery, thiefdom incarnate is he, 

And perhaps the worst knave of the rascally Three. 


As sly Jerry-Builder he best loves to pose, 

But that cynical eye, and that fee-snifling nose, 
Into everything peer, into everything poke, 
Where there’s chance of a “‘ job,’ which Ae hails as a joke. 





And these be thy friends, Education! The grub 
Who would ruthlessly cram the poor famishing scrub, 
The knave, of whose life base corruption is breath, 
And—auxiliar of all things, destructive !—pale Death. 


Education! O spirit benignant and kind, 
To the ghouls who dishonour thee canst thou be blind © 
Not this was the promised Utopian bliss, ; 

Of thy kingdom so lately established—not this ! 


Thy task is divine, but ’tis badly begun. 

Autolycus, Herod, and Moloch in one 

Appears this new idol that some would set up, ! 
To drink childhood ’s bane in a poisonous cup. 


Hath Justice no power—hath Law not a hand, 

To sweep jocund Jobbery out of the land ? 

’Tis our newest Utopia, and lo! he creepsin, — 
Hob-nobbing with Death, with its menacing grin ! 


The fames of those draughts are of deadliest breath, 
Pedant cruelty, knavish corruption, and Death! 
Education ’s a spirit benign, with fair ends, 

But Heaven deliver her from her new friends ! 








| Ocv Faenca Morro ron Cremen.—** Toy que j'aime.” Ask to | 
| see the Grenouille na at ‘*the Cremeries.” F would « | 
|swimming go. The Country House of the Cremeries, where the toys | 
| go for their spring, must be at ‘* Dollis Hill.” 
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usiices Bowgn and Fry are 


epared to break the windows of the 
Court, and relieve 


e asphyxiated Bar. 























I A 


In order to deaden the sense of smell, second-hand clothes-pegs will be used 
by the Bench and the Bar. 


ie, 








THOSE DREADFUL DOCTORS! 


Srr,—I am sure that the thanks, not only of rather cautious 
people, like myself, who take their own little measures for self- 
protection, but all who give a moment's consideration to the matter, 
are due to Miss Cosse for calling attention to this deadly scourge 
working in our midst, the modern disease and destruction- 
distributing Doctor. Some years since, it was my bitter misfortune 
to have introduced into my defenceless and unsuspecting household, 
by one of these secret pests of our existing social system, a virulent 
epidemic of nettle-rash, of the worst type; and it was this final out- 
rage that me to think fout, and carry into execution, the 
subjoined plan, which, I submit, is the only ible safe method, 
under existing circumstances, of calling in, and getting the advice of 
the ordinary medical practitioner. There may be a little trouble in- 
volved in pe ay it out, and it may not always be easy to come 
across, especially in a busy neighbourhood, a medical man of a 
sufficiently ‘scientific bent to induce him, for the accustomed fee, 
which I never exceed, of three shillings and si ee, to fall in 
agreeably with the little extra trouble involved in giving effect to the 
few precautionary measures which my sense of obligation to myself 
and family obliges me, when seeking the assistance of my medical 
adviser, necessarily to adopt. However, such as they are, I have 
much pleasure in communicating them for the benefit of your 
humerous readers. 

On a case of illness occurring in my household, and the Doctor being 
summoned by telegraph, a due watch is set for his approach, and, as 
soon as he comes in sight, he is played upon by a hand garden- 
engine charged with a powerful disinfectant. On entering by the 
hall-door, which is opened to him by a couple of servants bearing 
large li hted torches, giving off volumes of smoke, for the pur- 
pose of fumigation, he is enveloped in a large sheet steeped in vinegar 
and water, and condu to a conservatory at the back of the house. 
Here he has to take off his clothes, which are taken from him and 
burnt, he the meanwhile being requested to step into a shower-bath 
of Condy’s fluid, upon emerging from which he dresses himself in a 





complete suit of camphorated white linen clothes that have been 
ly prepared for him. He is now finally en in a 

but tight-fitting india-rubber waterproof overcoat, buttoned close 

up to the ears, and having a lighted strymonium cigar put in his 

month, ane receiving @ last sprinkling of carbolic acid from a good- 

sized ~ » may be in safe condition to see his 

patient, and be ushered without further ado into his presence. 

Such, Sir, is the ‘* process,” by a rigid adherence to which I 
flatter myself I have as yet managed to preserve myself and the 
members of my family from the dangers of imported infection. It is 
true that, nicely as it reads on paper, its practical execution has cer- 
tainly given rise to several misundertandings with the various medical 
men whom I have from time to time ed in; one, for instance 
strongly protesting against the burning“of his clothes, the value of 
which he ultimate recovered from me by means of an ap to the 
County Court ; while another bitterly reviled me, because the shower- 
bath of Condy’s fluid had had the result of turning him a rich deep 
brown colour, that lasted quite a month. Though I tried to explain 
to him that so far from objecting to this, he ought, on the contrary, 
rather to hail it as a welcome odvertiemmnt to everybody who met 
him, that Ae, at least, was one of the careful set of medical men, and 
had been ugbly disinfected ; still, he did not seem to see the 
matter in this light, and threatened to put the whole affair into the 
hands of his solicitors. However, whatever happens, I mean to hold 
religiously fast to my poogeenane, and fully hope and expect to be 
able conscientiously to eubscribe myself as 

Onze wHo Has SuccessruttLy ComBATED THE Insrpiovs Gee. 


Sim,—I have followed the correspondence on the danger of the 
of infection by Doctors with interest, but I have not, as yet, 
come across any su ific that equals my own. ine is 
simple. I never cali ia the Doctor atall. Not that I am without 
medical aid. When ailing, I turn to the advertising columns of my 
daily paper, and try the first patent medicine that meets myeye. As 
I am constantly ailing, my recourse to this form of remedial aid is 
tolerably frequent. fades, I may say, I almost live on drugs. M 
life is, therefore, not quite a happy one. I am often overwhelm 
with ~~ <7 |} still, as long as there is a self-recommended Piil 
in the market, I feel I have something to fall back upon, and that, 
even if it does not entirely agree with me, I may still regard it asa 
preferable alternative to the visit of the infecting Doctor. At least, 
you may take this to be both the hope and consolation of one who, 
spite the gloomy outlook of a somewhat shattered existence, yet 
believes he may honestly sign himself A Matcu ror THe Doctor. 


Sin,— What is all this new-fangled nonsense about the Doctors 
‘spreading infection?” ‘ Do a le Why, of course they do! 
But it’s all in the day’s work. I should like te know what busy 
practitioner has got time tothink of changing his coat, or, for the matter 
of that, of washing his hands because he has just come from seeing 
A.’s family who are down with scarlet fever, and has happened then 
to look in on B.’s family who have only been got hold of by the 
mumps. Bless my soul, Sir, what are we coming to next, when these 
sort of precautions are expected of us?’ Why everyone who isin the 
swim knows a if it ‘a gh = rattling vy pom ~ then, 
we poor, struggling, hard-working ctitioners couldn’t keep our 
boats dheve water. ‘‘Spread it? Prot course we “* spread it.” 
That’s all fair enough, for how should we keep our business Up, I 
should like to know, and get our accounts to look something like 
ship-shape, when we send them in at Christmas, if wedidn’t ’ Any- 
how, those have been my sentiments for the last five-and-twenty 
years, and good sound sentiments too! And it will want something 
more than all this squeamish and rubbishing talk about ‘* Disin- 
fectants,” and Heaven knows what other old woman’s tomfoolerics, to 
take the wind out of one who is only too proud to subscribe himself an 

M.D. or tHe Reevtar Goop Oxip Scnoor. 








“KEEP UP THE CHRISTOPHER!” 


We hail with satisfaction the n taken from that invaluable 
compilation of news called London Day by y, in the Daily 
Telegraph, that Mr. Cunistorner Srxes, of Brantinghamt , is 
to be presented by the Electors for the Buckrose Divi of York- 
shire *‘ with a memorial of the Parliamentary tie which has existed 
between them so long.” The ‘‘ Parliamentary tie” we’ve generally 
seen round the neck of Mr. Srxes, M.P., in the evening, has been a 
white one. What better memorial of a spotless sseonl of twenty- 
three years spent in the service of the Buckroses, than a stock of 
virgin-white ties? If the Buckroses adopt the notion, Mr. Cunis- 
TOPHER Syxxs can retire into private life, and be known as The 
White Tie-Coon, X M P. é, 








‘* His NAME HAS PASSED INTO A Provens.”’— Martin F, Torre, 
famed for his Proverbial Philosophy, has joined the majority. He 
was thoroughly in earnest, and said many + true thing in what 
passed for poetry. He will be remembered as ‘‘ The Great 


1 
Bee Ou ” of the nineteenth century. 
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Rrigson (excited). *‘ HULLO !—THFRE GoRs A—— 


Brigson. *‘My pear F’iier! wa'-wa'-wuy nor? 
COULD SHOOT MY OWN MoTHre-IN-LAW—IF SHE ROSE!" 


4 EVERY EXCUSE.” 


His Host (clutching his arm’. ‘‘Gooo Hravexs !—You 'RE NOT GOING TO SHOOT THAT Fox!” 
Tuts ts THE Last Day I SHALL BAVE Tals S4AS.N—AND I—I Faew as if I 


[1 ps with his gun! 














STATESMEN AT HOME. 
DCXXXVII. CHARLes Stewart PARNELL AT AVONDALE, 


SreEDING in the train to Holyhead, crossing the Channel in the 
well-appointed boats designed for the Mail Service, landing in 
Dublin, and passing through Wicklow on the way to Kathdrum, you 
have opportunity to reflect on the varied experiences that fall to your 
lot in the task which, impelled by a sense of public duty, you have 
undertaken. Most frequently your business calls you into communi- 
cation with the great and the rich. 1 your men are eminent, and 
all their houses well furnished. You know most of the Stately homes 
of England—how beautiful they stand !—have made an inventory 
of their chairs, their carpets, their ine-engenes and their 
umbrella-stands. But there is another aspect of the picture, another 
surface of the medallion; and, as you pick your way across 
prickly potato-field that environs the mud-cabin which has 
to the Irish Leader as a feature in his paternal estates, you sternly 
set yourself to disregard the unusual environments of your company, 
always ready (as Mr. W. H. Smrrn once said) to do your duty to 
your Queen and your country. 

As you draw near to the mud edifice, you discover your host 
standing in what may be called the doorway, apparently surveying 
the beauties of the country. At home, enens his own t 
CHARLES STEWART PARNELL conforms to the habits of the locality. 
This afternoon he wears a coat in which you recognise the beginning 
of the dinner-dress which you are accustomed to wear in the higher 
circles of society in London. It is, perhaps, cut away a little more 
than usual at the hips, the skirts more decidedly resemble the 

tail, and the collar is a trifle high. But these 
are details, His breeches are tied at the knee with ribbon, vividly 
green in hue. Stout brown worsted stockings, a little the worse for 
wear, cover his shapely limbs, ending in a pair of brogues that have 
not recently been submitted to the blacking-brush. A waisteoat, 
half unbuttoned, displays a blue cotton shirt ; a high collar, such as 

r. GLapsToNEs wears in holiday time, is loosely tied with a kerchief, 


descended 


green, but not so decidedly patriotic in tone as the ribbons that knot 
the breeches at the knee. A high hat, with exczedingly small brim, is 
rakishly set on one side of your host's head, and yuu do not fail to 
notice the ‘‘ euddy” stuck in the rusty band that confines the base 
of the crown, and has braved many storms in these lovely Wicklow 
mountains. 

Advancing with hearty bonhomie, you hold out your right hand to 
grasp that of the Irish Chief, and, waving your leit comprehensively 
around the scenery, you remark, with the late poet Moorr :— 

“ Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 
Where the storms that we fee! in this cold world should cease, 
And our hearts like thy waters, be mingled in peace!” 
| “Ah, welJ,” says your host, without catching your enthusiasm, 
|“*if you are tired with your walk, you had better come inside to 
|rest. You will find it less damp.” : 
You follow your host’s example in stooping under the doorway, 
_and find yourself in the outer of the two rooms that seem to com 
|the mansion. A creeper-clad verandah shades the French window, 
|under which a massive vig reposes at full length, and grunts 
my of at the entrance of the stranger. A faded Turkey carpet 
covers floor. But its are not so exact as to hide 
from your scrutiny the fact that underneath it lies the mud of virgin 
earth. On one of the low walls under the smoke-grimed rafters, 
which have, doubtless, covered meer a cheery company, hangs a 
Bartolozzi engraving of Adam and Eve ; portraits of Joszrm Grits 
Bieear addressing the House of Commons; Tra Heaty in and 
gown, disputing with the Town Clerk of Ephesus, and y 
ing the better him; w a portrait of Mr. Asuueap 

ARTLETT in his court dress, does duty for a fire-screen. This last, 
however, is not sufficiently massive to cover the oy space, 
over which hangs a bulky cauldron, from which flatters a 
breath of iy rays As your host draws up to the fire an 

t 








ormolu and gil ir (for the iy fo ohill). and reste hie feet om the 
well-worn straw hassock, you adroitly affecting a slight cold, sniff, 
for peradventare you may make a bappy guess at the contents of the 
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| Still, | think I can guess. No doubt your Majesty 
| extends to Jubilee proportions) has had 


| 
| Fact is, I have spent a great part of my time in dear old Europe. 


| Dom now. 








cauldron. But there is nothing recognisable in the way of odour, | 
though you distinctly hear the bubbling sound as of succulent meats. 

The Chippendale dos-d-dos, which you take at the invitation of | 
your host, was, you presently learn, in the possession of Dawret | 
O'Cons eit, who presented it to the great grandfather of your host, | 
Sir Jomn Parwet, who held for many years the office of Chancellor | 
of the Exchequer in the Irish Parliament, and resigned rather than | 
vote for the Act of Union. Caantes Srewart Parwext, lightly 
reaching out his hand towards the low-ridged book-case, enamelled 
with velvet of dead gold, draws from a receptacle a long pronged 
iron fork, which he plunges into the cauldron. After an active 
search, which you follow with keen though dissembled interest, he 
produces a mealy potato. Placing it, fork and all, on the carpet, 
at a safe distance from the other resident in the room, prone near the 
window, whose interest in current events has received a s 
fillip, your host proceeds to take off his coat. 

** As you may have read, Tony,” he says, with a pleasant though 
somewhat chilly smile, ‘‘ 1 always take off my coat before approach- 
ing a serious question, and I do not know anything that requires 
nicer manipulation than the peeling of a potato that has been just a 
little over-boiled. May I offer you some luncheon? No? Perhaps, 
if you do not care to eat, you would like some refreshment. I can 
recommend our butter-milk. The Avondale brand is known for 
miles round the country-side.” 

You lightly aver that you lunched early, and your host, skilfully 
holding the potato on the end of the fork, care +! ls it as he 
proceeds to tell you the story of his life. It is full of interest, 
illumined here and there, by brief characterisations of the eminent 
colleagues with whom he has been at work for many years. 

** Yes,” your host says, in reply to an observation you interpolate, 
* Josera Gris is a very remarkable man. There is about him an 
air of repose which conceals high aspirations, and far-reachin 
yrojects. He is our Chancellor of the Exchequer, you know, and 
Mo not recall any sight more interesting than is to be met with during 
the Parliamentary Sessior. on any Saturday afternoon — JosErn, 
sitting in his office in his shirt-sleeves, with his spectacles on his 
nose, going through an account for travelling expenses, which one 
of the boys has sent in, and in which the keen eye of our Treasurer 
discovers a tendency to exaggerate disbursements.” 

You are proceeding to draw your host out with reference to other 
of his colleagues, when you are interrupted by a voice outside, 
singing,— 

“ And if ever a man, 
Stopped the course of a can, 
MARTIN Tises AN’s aunt would cry 
*Arrah, fill up your glass, 
And let the jug pase; 
How d’ye know but your neighbour's dhry ?” 


‘Ah! that’s Mree,” says your host, ‘‘My man-of-all-work. 
When I have a visitor, he always sings as he approaches, lest he 
should interrupt the hatching of high treason.” 

And Mixe entering with a large bundle of letters and telegrams, 
your host affectionately bids you farewell. You have scarcely 
quitted the cabin, when Caartes Stewart PARNELL commences to 
peruse the correspondence, which bears many foreign post-marks, 
and contains a pleasing agglomeration of remittances. 


SOMETHING LIKE A MEETING! 


Triwe—Any hour, Tae Coaracrers— 
Purely imaginary. 


His Majesty (heartily). Why, my good friend, I am glad to see 
you. How are you? 

The Pasha. Very well indeed, Sire. And your Majesty ? 

H. M. Capital! But you mustn’t call me that—I am simply a 
I suppose you know what I have been doing ? 

The P. (with consideration). Well, Sire, I have been away so long, 
that the echoes of the outer world have searcely reached my ears. 
(whose reign 
a glorious time. Possibly 
you have led armies to victories—defeated your enemies—extended 
the frontiers of youy Empire to twice its original proportions ? 

M. (slightly disconcerted). Well, not exactly. (Frankly.) 


PLace—Somewhere. 


Try again. 
The P. (after consideration). Well, then, your Majesty, you have 
been the cherished of your grateful people’s hearts. They have 





fallen on their knees, and blessed your name. 
H. M. (much amused). Not a bit of it—they have kicked me out! 

The P. (surprised), Dear me! That’s awkward! 

H. M. — annoye?). That’s all you know about it! Never | 
was better pleased in my life. Infinitely prefer Lisbon to Rio, and | 
shall probably settle in the new hotel the have jurt opened at! 
Monte Carlo. (With renewed heartiness.) But tell me, my friend, | 
what have you been doing ? 


| people to pity him—and they very seldom do,” said the M 


The P. Surely your i) *y' has heard ? 

H. M. (apologetically), No, I have not had much time for readi 
the newspapers recently ; but I can guess. (With enthusiasm), 
second and improved edition of Goxpon, ‘you have administered 
countless provinces of the mysterious Sou with a rule, if not of 
iron, of kindly tempered steel. Your followers have been devoted to 
you, and looked upon you as a second father! 

The P. Well, not exactly. The fact is, my followers did nothing 





but imprison me, and then put me up again when someone was 
coming. (With a tinge of sadness.) They are most admirable persons, 
—_- am devoted to them ; but I don’t think they treated me quite 
nicely ! 
H. M. (indi ). I should say not! Well, you are back again. | 
safe and fees . d , _ 
The P. Yes, thanks to my kind friend, the Explorer. I took, | 
year considering whether I should escape with him, or stay with my 
, and then he seemed suddenly to think that we had better 
be off. So here I am pene F but would you advise me to 


go back again? Because if you w , I think 

H, M. (laughing). No, no! You stay where you are! But have 
you no news to tell me? 

The P. (eagerly). 1 should think I have, your Majesty! Will you 
believe it? I have absolutely found a new sort of Cactus ! 

H. M. (astounded). No!!! And Iam devoted to botany! Pray 
show it to me at once ! 

The P.-With pleasure, your Majesty. (Jn a tone of quiet triumph.) 
So you find, Sire, my labours have not been quite in vain. But I see 
your Majesty is impatient. This way, Sire. 

[ Exeunt hurriedly to look at the new sort of Cactus, 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
TWENTY-SEVENTH EVENING. 


‘** Nor long ago,” said the Moon, ‘‘ I saw a small country boy who 
was very miserable. He had just lost his sweetheart, and I can tell 
you all about it, for I was looking on the whole time. She isa) 

pretty child, with clear eyes and fresh 
Zaz round cheeks, and he is deeply at- 
~~ ~~~ tached to her, and she to him. 
> + used always to walk home from the | 
village school together, and they were 
to have been married quite soon—but 
that is ell over now. 
| _‘*The other afternoon I watched | 
the children comi coving and 
running out of school as usual, and 
there was the little girl wai by 
the gate in her scarlet cloak until her 
small lover should join her, as he 
paneiy did. Presently he appeared, 
ut he seemed changed, somehow, and 
did not seem to know exactly what to 
do. Just as he was about to join her, | 
» another boy came up. ‘ 

** *She’s my sweetheart now,’ said 
the newcomer ; ‘ not yours.’ 

***No, I’m not—am I?’ said the | 
: little girl, indignantly—but her lover | 
on eee ee e no answer. 
= . Dw + Ves, you are,” insisted the other | 
bez * He went and sold you to me this afternoon for six brandy- | 
balls—and he can’t say he didn’t either!’ 

*** Did you?’ asked the little girl. 





“** Well, he wouldn’t let me have them no other way,’ said the 
boy in a muffled tone. 
**There!’ cried the purchaser, triumphantly; ‘ now you see) 


you ve got to come alas with me!’ 

** * Have I got to go along with him ?’ she inquired. 

***T s’pose so,’ was the sulky reply. 

“‘ Now this little girl is a very obedient child, and always does what 
she is told; so, although she did not like her new sweetheart nearly 
so well as the old one, she trotted off with him very meekly, for she 
was sensible enough to see that a bargain was a bargain. 

“* The deserted lover stood in the lane looking after them, and I saw 
his eyes beginning to fill with water. ‘She might ha’ said she was 
sorry,—she might!’ I heard him mutter, ‘and them brandy-balls, 
they didn’t seem to have no taste in ’em, neither!’ 

“This is only one of the many heart-tragedies that I see almost 
every night,” said the Moon, “‘ and it is not children only, but quite 
grown-up lovers, who have to give up their love because are 
unable to resist the things of this world, when they find 
selves put to the choice. And when a lover is in this most 
situation, he is so sorry for himself that there is no need for other 

oon. 
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